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" Then I advise you not to bother your head about
them. You can go now. Peace be with you."

Meste Aleni uncrossed her legs quickly, rose, bowed
low, touched the carpet with her henna-tinted finger-tips.,
and then her head.

Abdul Hamid clapped his hands. Two Ethiopians
immediately appeared, and taking her by the arms,
guided her backwards to the door.

Here she salaamed once again. The Sultan returned her
salute with an indulgent gesture, but his last words had
a double edge : " I will tell the Twisted Beard Pasha," he
said, " that you have been a good little girl and can hold
your tongue.55 (One of the duties of Twisted Beard, who
was Comptroller of the Household, was to sew up ob-
streperous odalisques in a sack, and drop them in the
Bosphorus.)

That was the last time Meste Alem was to see the
Sultan. Her hour had passed. She had been born beau-
tiful, and she had been educated to be loved, but it had
been all for nothing.

Allah had brought the cup of ambition to her lips only
to dash it away again. The Ethiopians handed her over
to two deaf-mutes3 who took her back to her mistress, the

Princess.

*       #       *       *

The Sultan greeted his councillors pleasantly enough,
and handed to each a cigarette, but it was obvious to
them that he was in one of his scolding moods.

" Now, Effendindz" he said, "I want the Grand Vizier
to tell us plainly what he wants done in Macedonia:
let him give us his conclusions first and his reasons later."

Ferid Pasha had a clear, quick brain, and decided to
put his cards on the table.